MR. CHESTERTON'S VERSE

MR. CHESTERTON'S verse, lost amid the multitude
of his miscellaneous writings, has never had its
due. Men are, in any event, slow to recognise the
achievements in one quarter of the literary field
of a man who is constantly popping up in all its
quarters. People like clear definition and a label,
If a writer produce a little good verse, and nothing
else, he is evidently a poet, and will be sym-
pathetically considered as such. He has put on
the cloak and the fine frenzy; he has removed
himself from the daily dust; he has retired within
the temple of the muses, and the passers-by will
doff their hats. Thus some of the greatest have
done; though not Shakespeare with his box-
office, or Milton with his desk in Whitehall, and
his tracts about bishops and divorce, The others,
until they are dead and removed, have a more
uncertain status; can a man be really a poet
whom one may encounter at any moment in any
street, bar, or newspaper, who cheerfully maintains
his family, and will argue with the nearest person
to hand about land-tenures or the marriage laws ?
Must not a poet (the illusion dates from the
Romantic Revival) be remarkably unlike other
jnen in all respects, unfailingly solemn, remote,
ecstatic. Some of the Victorian artists played the
r61e well, showing the public little of what was
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